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The Case of 
PRINCESS TOMORROW 


In a darkened room Professor Diabolo flicked his 
fingers in front of Princess Tomorrow. “You are 
in a deep trance, my dear princess,” he mur- 
mured. “You will travel forward in time. You 
are watching horses running inarace. ... Which 
one do you see crossing the finish line first? Write 
the answer.” 

The sound of the scratching pen went through 
Detective Vikki like fingernails scraped on a 
blackboard. Could Princess Tomorrow really 
predict the future... or was Vikki observing a. 
carefully prepared swindle? 

It was up to the Bloodhound Gang to find out. 
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The Phone 
Rinos 


The upstairs office of the Bloodhound 
Detective Agency stood empty. 

The telephone began to ring. 

It was 10:43 on a Friday morning in 
August. 

At that moment, on the sidewalk below, 
Vikki was returning from the dentist. The 
left side of her jaw was still numb. She 
entered the aging lobby of the office build- 
ing and started up the wooden staircase. 

Mr. Bloodhound had hired her almost 
three years ago. She used to come in after 
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school to type up the great detective's 
letters and reports. He was quick to see that 
she had a clear and clever mind. He began 
to instruct her in the arts of crime detec- 
tion. Now, at sixteen, she was handling 
cases on her own. 

Vikki was halfway up the stairs when the 
distant wail of the phone reached her. 
Perhaps it was for the Bloodhound Gang, 
she thought. Weren't Ricardo and Zach in 
the office? 

Slim and long-legged, she began taking 
the stairs by twos and threes. 

She raced down the hall to the door 
marked: 


Room 202 
BLOODHOUND DETECTIVE AGENCY 
ESTABLISHED 1947 
Whenever there's trouble, we're there on the double. 

The phone inside was ringing like a cry 
for help. 

Quickly, Vikki fished the office key out of 
her bag and rattled it in the lock. Shoving 
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open the door, she dashed to the phone 
—just in time. 

“Bloodhound Detective FE she 
said breathlessly. “Whenever there's trou- 
ble, we’re there on the double. Mr. Blood- 
hound isn't here.” 

“I need a detective. Right away, yes?” 

It was a man’s voice, so deep in tone he 
could rent it out as a foghorn, Vikki 
thought. The voice also had a heavy accent. 

“Yes, sir,” she replied. She hoped her 
words didn’t sound slurred. Well, the 
numbness would soon wear off. 

“Who am I talking to?” the man asked. 

“Vikki,” she said, and then added, “Vic- 
toria Allen.” 

“You are a detective?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Then be at the Midtown Hotel, please. 
Eleven o'clock, yes?” 

Vikki began making notes on a scratch 
pad. 

“May l ask who's calling?” 

The man cleared his throat, and over the 
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phone it sounded like an earthquake. “I am 
Professor Diabolo.” 

Vikki’s mind raced. Diabolo. That sounds 
like the Spanish word for devil—diablo. 
What a spooky name for a professor. 

“What is the nature of the crime, Profes- 
sor Diabolo?” 

“Crime?” He seemed to chuckle. “No 
crime, young lady. A matter of scientific 
research.” 

Vikki said, “I don’t understand.” 

“Of course you don't,” replied the profes- 
sor. “The extraordinary powers of Princess 
Tomorrow are beyond understanding.” 

“Princess Tomorrow?” 

“My wife, dear young lady. She sees into 
the future.” 

Vikki’s eyes rose from the note pad as the 
door burst open and the other two mem- 
bers of the Bloodhound Gang appeared, 
each eating an ice-cream cone. 

Ricardo collapsed into Mr. Bloodhound’s 
swivel chair. Zach slid around the office on 
his skateboard. 


“Come to room 628, yes?” rumbled 
Professor Diabolo. “You must be in attend- 
ance for Princess Tomorrow's amazing 
demonstration.” 

“We'll be there, Professor Diabolo,” Vikki 
said, and hung up the phone. 

Ricardo swung about in the swivel chair. 
“We'll be there? Where's there? It’s too hot 
to go any place, Vikki.” 

“Yeah,” said Zach, who was yellow- 
haired, blue-eyed, and ten years old. “I got 
sunburned just crossing the street.” 

Vikki tried to rub some of the numbness 
out of her jaw. 

“Come on, you two. We've got to be at the 
Midtown Hotel at eleven sharp.” 

Ricardo licked a drip of vanilla running 
down the side of his cone. He wore jeans 
and one of his father's old army shirts with 
the faded stripes of a sergeant on the 
sleeve. At fifteen, Ricardo Lopez was al- 
ready an experienced crime photographer. 
Mr. Bloodhound had turned one of the 


offices into a darkroom. 
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“What's up?” said Ricardo. “A burglary?” 

Vikki shut one eye and gave him a look 
of playful scorn with the other. “Since when 
do burglars make appointments like den- 
tists? No, this case has something to do with 
a Princess Tomorrow.” 

Zach stood balanced on his skateboard. 
Mr. Bloodhound let Zach hang around the 
office because he was an electronics genius. 
He could always fix the office CB radio 
when it was out of order. And he knew the 
lingo. 

“What kind of crazy name is Princess 
Tomorrow?” he asked. 

“Sees into the future—stuff like that,” 
Vikki replied. 

Ricardo began to crunch on the cone. 
“Aw, that stuff is all fake and swindle.” 

“I know,” Vikki said. “Thats why we're 
going to be there on time. Let's go.” 
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Princess 
Tomorrow 


Zach stopped short. 

Vikki and Ricardo moved on ahead. 
They vanished through the revolving glass 
doors leading into the lobby of the Mid- 
town Hotel. : 

Zach's eye had caught sight of a chrome, 
tube-shaped whistle lying on the sidewalk. 
He picked it up and rushed after Vikki and 
Ricardo. 

“Look what I found! And it looks brand 
new.” 

He blew through it—but no sound came 
out. 
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“No wonder someone threw it away,” 
said Ricardo. “It’s broken.” 

Across the lobby, a uniformed doorman 
was stepping out of an elevator, led by two 
wolfhounds straining at their leashes for 
their morning walk. 

Zach tried the whistle again. Vikki no- 
ticed the dogs’ ears shoot up. Then the 
wolfhounds began to bark. Vikki sensed the 
connection. 

“Not busted, Zach,” she said. “Look at 
those dogs. They can hear high-pitched 
sounds that people can’t. That must be a 
dog whistle you found.” 

“Great!” Zach declared. “Now that I have 
the whistle, maybe my folks will let me have 
a dog to go with it.” 

The Bloodhound Gang stepped into the 
elevator. 

* * * 

The sheer ivory curtains were drawn, 
giving a shadowy air to the room. 

Professor Diabolo raised his pale hands 
for silence. 
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“Welcome, ladies and gentlemen. And let 
us begin. I am your obedient servant, 
Professor Diabolo.” 

Despite his tubalike voice, the professor 
was a mousy-looking man. He was so thın, 
Vikki thought, that if he turned sideways he 
would disappear. He wore rimless glasses. 
His red, pointed beard made his chin look 
as if it were rusting. 

Vikki counted nine guests, but she was 
not sure they were ladies and gentlemen. 
She had recognized two of them from 
newspaper pictures. 

“That’s Downtown Fats,” she whispered 
to Ricardo. “Big horseplayer. And the lady 
with a nose like an ax 1s Five nes Alice. She 
runs crooked gambling games.” 

The professor cleared his EAS 
voice. 

“I have asked the Bloodhound Detective 
Agency to be here to guarantee that what 
you are about to see is no trick—absolutely 
and positively. Yes?” 


16 


Several heads turned to fix eyes on the 
Bloodhound Gang. 

“Gentlemen and ladies, you are gam- 
blers,” Professor Diabolo went on. “The 
best in the city, eh? You bet great sums of 
money against the unknown future. The 
turn of a card, yes? The outcome of a 
baseball game. The winner of a horse race. 
True? Exactly!” 

Then he paused to lift an eyebrow and 
lower his voice still deeper. 

“But is the future unknown? Watch!” 

He clapped his hands. 

A stout woman appeared from the next 
room. In a single glance, Vikki fixed the 
woman in her mind. Dyed pink hair piled 
up on her head like freshly spun cotton 
candy. Enough eye make-up to paint a 
house. She carried a Pekinese lap dog, 
brown and snub-nosed, under one arm. 

Professor Diabolo swept a hand toward 
her. 

“May I introduce the amazing psychic 
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and seer—Princess Tomorrow. Kindly be 
seated, Princess.” 

While Princess Tomorrow settled herself 
on a chair behind an antique desk with 
golden legs, Zach whispered to Ricardo. 

“What’s a psychic?” 

“A seer.” 

Zach turned to Vikki. 

“What's a seer?” 
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4 “A psychic.” 

Zach, who had been fussing with the 
whistle, jammed it between his lips. Thanks 
a lot, you two, he thought, feeling left out of 
things. He guessed the words had some- 
thing to do with knowing the future, like 
being a fortune teller. Big deal. Big secret. 
He gave a disgusted sigh through the 
whistle. 
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Instantly, the Pekinese on Princess To- 
morrow’s ample lap began yapping. It 
sounded like the chittering of a squirrel. 

“Sh-h-h,” hissed Princess Tomorrow. 
“Naughty Cleopatra. If you don’t behave 
yourself, Mother will be very cross.” 

Zach slumped lower in his seat while 
Vikki and Ricardo shot him suspicious 
glances. He'd forgotten about the lady's 
yappy dog. 

He jammed the whistle into his shirt 
pocket. 

“Observe,” Professor Diabolo was saying. 
“I will now place Princess Tomorrow in a 
strange sleep. A trance, yes? Observe.” 


20 


44444 3 bbb PP 


The Scratching 
Pen Writes 


Professor Diabolo flicked his fingers as if 
discharging bolts of lightning. 

“Sleep, Princess,” he commanded. 
“Sle-e-e-e-p. . . .” 

Princess ‘Tomorrow's eyes began to flut- 
ter, and then closed. 

“You are in a deep trance, my dear 
princess,” he murmured. “You will travel 
forward in time. Forward. F-o-r-w-a-r-d. 
An hour. Journey onward. ‘Two hours. 
Three. stop!” 

The soft light glinted off his glasses. The 
gamblers were gripped in a sort of hypnotic 
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silence. Vikki was staring so hard she barely 
breathed. 

“You have arrived, Princess,” said Profes- 
sor Diabolo. “It is now two o'clock in the 
afternoon, yes? You are watching horses 
running. It is the eighth race at Emerald 
Meadows. Am I correct?” 

Princess Tomorrow nodded slowly. 

“Now you will pick up the pen. You will 
tell us the future. The winners. Who do 
you see crossing the finish line? Write the 
answer.” 

Eyes locked, Princess Tomorrow picked 
up the quill pen waiting on the desk. She 
began to scratch out a message on a piece of 
hotel stationery. | 

The sound went through Vikki like 
fingernails scraped on a blackboard. 

The princess finished, and laid down the 
pen. 

Professor Diabolo removed the sheet of 
paper, and folded it. “Splendid,” he mut- 
tered. “Splendid, indeed.” 

The princess slept on. 
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Downtown Fats rose to his feet. “Hey, 
Professor—give us a look. We could lay 
down bets on that winning horse.” 

For the first time Vikki detected a faint 
smile creep across Professor Diabolo’s face. 

“Tut, tut, sir,” he said, slipping the mes- 
sage into an envelope. “You cannot be 
certain of the princess’s powers. What if she 
is mistaken? Be patient, sir. We will know 
the answer—tomorrow.” 

The professor ran the flap of the enve- 
lope across his tongue, and sealed it. 

He snapped his fingers, and Princess 
Tomorrow's eyes fluttered open. The pro- 
fessor gave her a deep bow. Clutching the 
dog, she retired to the next room. , 

The professor picked up the quill pen, 
dipped it into the inkwell, and began to 
scratch across the envelope. 

“I address it to the Bloodhound Detec- 
tive Agency,” he announced. “They will 
receive it in the mail tomorrow and keep it 
safe, yes?” 

A bar of red sealing wax lay on the desk. 
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He struck a wooden match and melted a 
blob of wax onto the envelope flap. Then, 
like a man with a branding iron, he pressed 
a heavy signet ring into the hot wax. 

“Sealed with my initials,” announced the 
professor. “No one tampers. To open the 
envelope and read the message, the seal 
must be broken. Correct? Exactly.” 

The Bloodhound Gang was alert to every 
move he made. 

Professor Diabolo dunked a postage 
stamp in a round glass jar containing a 
sponge, and filled with water. He soaked 
the stamp thoroughly to moisten the glue. 

What was he trying to do, Vikki thought. 
Drown it? 

Finally, he placed the stamp on the 
corner of the envelope, and pounded it 
with his fist. 

“Now,” he said, “one of the Bloodhound 
detectives will drop this into the mail slot.” 

Ricardo jumped to his feet. He moved 
forward and accepted the envelope. 

The professor showed his empty hands. 
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“From this moment my hands will not 
again touch Princess Tomorrow's predic- 
tion. Mail it, young man.” 

Ricardo turned and headed for the door. 
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Vikki gave him a flash of eyes, as if to say, 
“Check for trickery.” 

Once in the hall, Ricardo examined the 
envelope. It had the name Midtown Hotel 
printed in the corner. It was addressed 
correctly. It was ughtly sealed. 

And the wax, looking like a thick drop of 
blood, bore the impression of the ring. 

He could easily make out the reversed 
initials. 

PD. 





Professor Diabolo. 

Ricardo slipped the envelope through 
the mail slot near the elevator. He watched 
it slide downward within the glass chute. 
Mailed. 
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When he returned to the room, Profes- 
sor Diabolo was bowing to his guests. __ 

“Tomorrow. At the same hour. Here. We 
will meet. The Bloodhound detectives will 
return the envelope, yes? We will open it 
and discover if the princess is correct in her 
prediction. Until then, I am your obedient 
servant, Professor Diabolo.” 


28 
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The First 
Clue 


Vikki awoke before the alarm clock went 
off. 

She had had a sleepless night. She sensed 
something odd in the way Professor Diabo- 
lo had fixed up the sealed envelope. But 
she couldn't figure out what was wrong. 

She was careful not to awaken her young- 
er sister, Jenny, and slipped into running 
` shoes. She would jog a couple of miles in 
the park before the day’s heat settled over 
the city. 
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Her father was already in the kitchen. 
“How about some burnt toast?” he asked. 

“I thought you fixed the toaster.” 

“I did. Now it burns the toast on both 
sides.” ; 

She laughed and gave him a good 
morning hug. Small mechanical things 
outwitted him, but it offended his pride to 
send them out for repair. He taught engi- 
neering at the junior college. 

Vikki jogged along the bridle path. Once 
again she ran through her mind the steps 
Professor Diabolo had taken with the enve- 
lope. 

He had folded the message and وي‎ it 
inside. 

He then ran the gummed flap along his 
tongue, and sealed it. 

He addressed the envelope. 

He wet the stamp on a sponge and stuck 
it in place. 

Vikki had hardly jogged another foot 
when she stopped short. 
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The clue. She had it! 

Zach burst through the office door. 
“Mailman’s coming.” 

Vikki looked up from Mr. Bloodhound’s 
desk, where she was experimenting with 
stamps, envelopes, and a stamp sponge jar. 

“Can't you enter a room like a human 
being?” she said. “What do you want to 
grow up to be—a wrecking ball?” 

“Tll bet he'll deliver the letter.” 

Vikki nodded. “I wish I had more time.” 

“What are you doing?” 

Vikki ran the gummed flap of an office 
envelope across her tongue. “Something’s 
wrong with the way Professor Diabolo 
handled the envelope yesterday. He licked 
the flap, right?” 

“Right,” said Ricardo, coming out of the 
darkroom. 

Vikki wet a stamp on the sponge and 
pounded it in place. 

“Then why,” she asked, “did he wet the 
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stamp on a sponge? Why didn't he moisten 
it the same way as the flap? On his tongue.” 

Ricardo shrugged and grinned. “Maybe 
he didn’t want to mix the glue flavors. You 
think it’s a clue, Vikki?” 

“L know it is,” she declared. “But I don’t 
know what it means—yet.” 

“There hasn't been a crime—yet,” Ricardo 
reminded her. 

“There will be,” she answered. She could 
feel it in her bones. “And Professor Diabolo 
will have made the Bloodhound Gang his 
partners in crime.” 

The late morning mail came flopping 
through the door slot. 

Zach raced for it, shuffled through the 
pile, and held up a letter with a red wax seal 
on the back. 
“It’s here.” 








Vikki and Ricardo gathered around the 
piece of mail. 

“That's it, all right,” Ricardo said. “There 
are the professor's initials pressed into the 
wax.” 

Vikki examined the postage stamp. It 
was properly canceled. Nothing wrong 
there. 

“Hey, it’s almost eleven!” Zach exclaimed. 
“We'll be late.” 

Once again the Bloodhound Gang set 
out for the Midtown Hotel. 
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The Big 
Bankroll 


Downtown Fats snatched the envelope 
from Vikki’s hand. He squinted at the wax 
seal like a jeweler examining a ruby. 

Nearby, Vikki heard Five Aces Alice 
speak to a tall gambler in a seersucker suit. 

“I don’t think Princess Tomorrow could 
read tea leaves, Longshot. I'll give three-to- 
one odds she picked losing horses.” 

The man called Longshot had an easy 
smile. “No bet.” 

Downtown Fats finished with the enve- 
lope and handed it back to Vikki. 
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“No one’s jimmied the seal,” he an- 
nounced. “Everything looks on the up- 
and-square, Professor.” 

“I remind you,” said Professor Diabolo, 
“that my hands have not touched the 
envelope since yesterday morning. Before 
the race was run, yes?” 

He picked up a newspaper and handed it 
to Downtown Fats. “Last night’s sports final. 
Kindly turn to the results at Emerald 
Meadows. Eighth race.” 

Downtown Fats found the page, and the 
professor turned to Vikki. 

“Break the seal. Open the envelope.” 

Downtown Fats ran his thick fingertip 
down the racing column. 

Vikki cracked open the seal and with- 
drew Princess Tomorrow’s message. 

“The winner was...” called Downtown 
Fats, “... Bee Flat. Ran the race in one 
minute, forty-two and three-fifths seconds.” 

Vikki gazed at the black scrawl Princess 
Tomorrow had made across the top of the 
page. 
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Bee Flat 1:42 and 3/5 seconds 


She read it off, her voice sounding like an 
exact echo, 

A hushed murmur rose from the gam- 
blers. 

“Second place and third place,” said 
Downtown Fats, rattling the newspaper 
with nervous anticipation. “Candy Stick. La 
Bruja Blanco.” 

Vikki stared at the balance of the predic- 
tion, the horses that had come in second 
and third. She could hardly believe her 
eyes. 


‘Candy Stick, La Bruja Blanco,” 


she read out. 
` A babble of voices erupted in the room. 
The gamblers were amazed. 

“Princess Tomorrow did it!” 

“Pll be a whatchamacallit!” 

“She has the power to see into the 
future!” 
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Vikki couldn’t explain it. But she didn’t 
believe it. 

Downtown Fats was waving a fistful of 
hundred-dollar bills. 

“Get out your money, boys! The princess 
might be persuaded to go back into that 
trance. And give us the results of this 
afternoon's race—in advance. We'll make a 
fortune!” 

Professor Diabolo held up his hands in 
protest. 

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, that would not 
be proper. This was only a scientific experi- 
ment.” 

“Would twenty-five thousand dollars 
make it proper?” Downtown Fats replied. 
“Gents, pony up. Get out your bankrolls. 
It's a sure thing. Are you in, Five Aces 
Alice? How about you, Longshot?” 

Five Aces Alice dug into her beaded bag, 
wet a thumb, and began counting out large 
bills. Her eyes danced with greed. But 
Longshot only smiled. 
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“Pll pass,” he said. “I never won a dime 
on a sure thing.” 

Ricardo drew Vikki aside. 

“Princess Tomorrow may be able to see 
into the future, but she sure doesn't know 
Spanish.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Look at the letter. Look what she wrote 
for the name of that horse.” 

“Which one?” 

“La Bruja Blanco.” 

“What are you getting at, Ricardo?” 

“Spanish endings have to match. It 
should be La Bruja Blanca. Blanca with an 


' a, notan û.” 


“What does that mean?” 

“The White Witch. Think it’s a clue, 
Vikki?” 

“As you said, there hasn’t been a crime 
yet. But I think it’s about to be committed. 
Look.” 

She gestured toward Professor Diabolo. 
He was lowering his hands in a gesture of 
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defeat, aud play the big bankroll. 

“All right. All right.” He counted the bills 
as quickly and skillfully as a bank teller. 
“Just this once, yes?” 

Professor Diabolo pocketed the $25,000. 
If this were a con game, a swindle, thought 
Vikki, he had just broken the law. 

He clapped his hands. As before, Prin- 
cess Tomorrow appeared from the next 
room. She carried the lap dog, and seated 
herself at the desk. The quill pen, inkwell, 
and paper were waiting. 
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Downtown Fats’s face was glowing like a 
Halloween pumpkin. “How about the third 
race? My favorite filly, Crazy Feet, is run- 
ning.” 

The professor began making hand pass- 
es before Princess Tomorrow's eyes. The 
gamblers fell silent. Once again his fingers 
flicked magic and invisible lightning bolts. 

The princess's head nodded. Her eyes 
closed. She appeared to be in such a deep 
sleep that Vikki wondered if she might 
break into snores. 
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“You are in the future, yes? This after- 
noon, yes?” asked the professor. 


MEN ans” | 
“Do you see the third race?” 
"NER: wie” 


“Pick up the pen. Wait for the winning 
horses to cross the finish line. Then let the 
spirits guide your hand.” 

Long moments passed. 

Then her hand rose from her lap. She 
picked up the quill pen and dipped the end 
into the inkwell. 

The silence in the room was broken by 
the scratching of pen against paper. 

She finished, and the pen dropped from 
her fingers. 

Professor Diabolo spoke. 

“Return to the present.” 

He snapped his fingers and she awoke. 
Without favoring the gamblers with the 
merest glance, she tucked the Pekinese 
under her arm and left the room. 

Zach fingered the dog whistle in his shirt 
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pocket. It was all he could do to resist giving 
it a blast. 

Professor Diabolo waved the sheet of 
stationery in the air to dry the ink. 

“Well, what does it say?” blurted Down- 
town Fats. He appeared about to explode 
with curiosity. 

Professor Diabolo adjusted his rimless 
glasses and began to read. 

“Winner—Hayburner the Third. Second 
place—Crazy Feet. Third place—Storm- 
along.” 

The gamblers leaped to their feet and 
rushed off to place their bets. 

“Let's get rich quick!” said Downtown 
Fats. 

The room emptied except for Longshot. 
He lingered at the door, his friendly face 
looking as cool as his seersucker suit. He 
gave the professor a grin. 

“I wouldn't want to be in your shoes if 
they get poor quick.” 

Professor Diabolo folded a couple of 
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greenbacks and handed them to Vikki. 

“To the Bloodhound detectives. For ser- 
vices rendered, yes?” . 

“TII write you a receipt,” said Vikki. 

“That won’t be necessary.” 

“I insist.” 

She wanted a closer look at the stamp jar. 
She crossed to the table, picked up the pen, 
and wrote out the receipt. All the while she 
kept glancing at the sponge in the jar, 
swimming in water. The business with the 
stamp still bothered her. Why so much 
water? 

When she finished with the pen she 
casually dunked a finger into the jar. 

Turning, she handed Professor Diabolo: 
the receipt. Behind her back, she rubbed 
her fingers together—to test the feel of the 
liquid. 
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The Vanishing 
Act 


Once in the hall, the Bloodhound Gang 
headed for the elevator. As he walked, 
Ricardo double-checked yesterday's race 
results in the newspaper. 

Vikki rubbed her fingers and held them 
to her nose. 

“No odor. Nothing. Just water.” 

Ricardo stopped in his tracks. “Look! 
Look at this! La Bruja Blanco. The newspa- 
per spelled the name of that horse wrong, 
too.” 

Vikki swung around to face him. 
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“You mean Princess Tomorrow predicted 
a spelling mistake in the newspaper?” 

“See for yourself.” 

Zach was at the elevator, pressing the 
button. “Come on, you guys. The envelope 
was sealed hours before the newspaper was 
even printed. How could she have copied 
it?” 

Vikki frowned. “The whole thing was 
trickery. She must have copied it.” 

“But how?” Zach asked. “How do you 
copy a newspaper that hasn’t been printed 
yet?” 

“That's what I’ve got to find out,” Vikki 
replied. 

‘They stepped into the elevator and rode. 
down in silence. The Bloodhound Gang 
was mystified. 

When the door opened on the hotel 
lobby, Ricardo said, “I bet the professor 
and the princess skip town with that 
twenty-five thousand dollars, yes?” 

“Yes,” Vikki agreed. 
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“Zach, we'd better hang around here and 
tail them when they leave,” said Ricardo. 

“Keep in touch with the office,” Vikki 
said. “I'll be stamping envelopes. I think 
that’s got something to do with how the 
trick was done.” 


se + de 


Ricardo stood in a hotel phone booth 
with a clear view of the elevators. He dialed 
a public phone across the street from the 
rear of the hotel, where Zach was staked 
out. 

Zach picked up the phone on the first 
ring. 

“That you, Ricky?” 

“Any action?” 

“Not a sign of them,” Zach replied. 

“It’s been hours.” 

“Youre telling me. They haven't left 
from out front, either?” 

“Nope.” 

Then Ricardo’s attention sharpened. 

“Hey—hold on!” 
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He had caught sight of Downtown Fats, 
Five Aces Alice, and other familiar faces. 
rushing across the lobby and piling into an 


elevator. 


“I think something is up,” Ricardo said 
into the phone. “Those gamblers are back. 
And they look mad enough to bite nails.” 

* ae * 

At the Bloodhound Detective Agency, 

Vikki had ruined dozens of stamps and 
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envelopes. With water from a pitcher she 
had filled the sponge jar almost to the brim. 

She did exactly what Professor Diabolo 
had done. 

But why so wet, she kept wondering? 

She sat back in disappointed thought, 
glancing at the failed experiments scattered 
about the desk. The water didn’t seem to 
matter. No matter how long she dunked 
the stamps they stuck to the envelopes. 

Suddenly she leaned forward. 

“Hey—what if!” she muttered. “Yeah 
—what if the professor had wiped all the 
glue off the stamp beforehand?” 

Quickly, she cleaned off the glue on the 
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stamp sponge. Then she soaked the stamp 
in water, saturating it. She remembered 
that Professor Diabolo had just about 
drowned the one he had used. 

She worked with an increasing sense of 
excitement. Placing the stamp on a corner 
of a fresh envelope, she pounded it in place 
with her fist. The professor had done that, 
too. 

Then she waved the envelope, like a fan, 
to see if the stamp would stick long enough 
for Ricardo to have walked down the hotel 
corridor and mailed it. 

She was still fanning the envelope when 
the door opened. 

She recognized the man in the seersucker . 
suit at once. He was the smiling gambler 
they called Longshot. 

“You're in trouble,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Didn't you hear the race results?” 

Vikki shook her head no. 

“None of Princess Tomorrow’s horses 
won. My gambling friends lost bundles of 
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money. And they don’t lose like ladies and 
gentlemen.” 

Vikki straightened her shoulders. “I can 
hardly believe grown people would fall for 
a swindle like that. No one can see into the 
future. It had to be a hoax.” 

At that moment the stamp, drying in the 
air, fell off the envelope. 

Vikki stared at it, and almost leaped out 
of the chair. 

“I’ve got it!” she burst out. “I know how 
they pulled off their hokey-pokey!” 

“What you'd better do 1s get lost,” warned 
Longshot. “Downtown Fats phoned to tell 
me the professor and the princess have 
checked out of the hotel. Without paying 
their bill. Pulled a vanishing act.” 

“Don’t worry,” Vikki said. “We have two 
Bloodhounds shadowing them.” 

Longshot absorbed that bit of news, and 
smiled. 

“Good. Then find them before the horse 
players find you. They figure you Blood- 
hounds were in on the con game.” 
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The phone rang, and Vikki snapped it 
up immediately. 

“Oh, it’s you, Ricardo. Great. Are you 
following them?” 

Vikki paused to listen. Her eyes flashed 
up to Longshot, and she spoke into the 
phone again. 

“What? What do you mean they never 
left the hotel? They skipped without paying 
the bill? You didn’t see them at all? Impossi- 
ble! P'll be right there.” 

“And I'll give you a lift,” said Longshot. 
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The Dog 
Whistle 


“If they left this hotel, they had to grow 
wings,” Ricardo protested. 

Together with Longshot, the Blood- 
hound Gang was conferring in a corner of 
the lobby. 

“They didn’t get by me, either,” said 
Zach. “Honest, Vikki.” 

“They can't have disappeared into thin 
air,” Vikki murmured. 

“If they didn’t,” said Longshot, “they 
gave an awfully good imitation. Luggage 
and all. Not a scrap of clothing left in their 
rooms.” 
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A thought raced through Vikki’s mind. 

“Imitation?” she whispered. Her voice 
gathered conviction. “Imitation! Maybe they 
didn’t leave at all. Where's the last place 
anyone would expect to find them?” 

Ricardo snapped his fingers. “Sure. Right 
here. In the same hotel.” 

“But a different room. Under another 
name.” 

“Worth a look,” Longshot agreed. 
“They'd figure on sitting tight until the heat 
is off. Must be three hundred rooms here. 
All we've got to do is find the right one.” 

“Before Downtown Fats and the others 
spot us.” Vikki glanced around the lobby. 

Suddenly, Zach’s voice exploded. 

“That yappy dog!” | 

“Sh-h-h,” cautioned Ricardo. “What 
about it?” 

Zach fished the dog whistle out of his 
shirt pocket and held it up. 

“Follow me.” 


* * * 


With Zach in the lead, the Bloodhound 
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Gang and Longshot traveled the hotel 
corridors. 

Zach blew the whistle, silent to the 
human ear. 

“Super idea, Zach,” Vikki said. “Find 
Cleopatra and we find Princess ‘Tomorrow 
and the professor.” 

Behind closed doors a few dogs re- 
sponded to the high-frequency sound. 

“That’s no Pekinese,” Ricardo said, listen- 
ing to deep barking on the second floor. 
“Sounds like a Great Dane.” 

Walking at an unbroken pace along the 
halls, they picked up a wide range of animal 
voices: tenors, baritones, bassos; howls, 
growls, and ruffs. Even a cat's meow. 

“This place sounds like an animal 
pound,” Vikki said. 

And then she stopped. They were out- 
side a third-floor room with a service tray of 
leftover food waiting to be picked up 
outside the door. 

“Zach, blow the whistle again,” Vikki 
whispered. 
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Taking a deep breath, Zach gave the 
whistle another blast. | 

Behind the door, a dog was yapping in 
Squirrel, like tones. 

“Cleopatra,” Vikki said in a hushed voice. 
“Pd know that bark anywhere.” 

Longshot gestured the Bloodhound 
Gang aside. 

“Pll take over from here.” 

He rapped at the door, and adopted a 
French accent. 

“M'sieu, Madame—room service. May] 
have the food tray, eh?” 

A voice boomed from inside the room. 

“lake it! I put it out in the hall hours 
ago!” 

Professor Diabolo. The Bloodhound 
Gang exchanged glances, but kept silent. 

“No, M’sieu,” continued Longshot. 
“Nothing is here.” 

The door was unlocked and pulled open. 

“I tell you I put it out—” 

Professor Diabolo’s rimless glasses 
flashed. Recognizing Longshot and the 
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detectives, he attempted to push the door 
closed. But Longshot blocked it with his 
shoes. He heaved a shoulder against the 
door, pitching Professor Diabolo back into 
the room. 

The Bloodhound Gang was amazed 
when the smiling gambler identified him- 
self. “I’m Sergeant Long of the Bunko 
Squad—and you're both under arrest.” 

Professor Diabolo raised his hands. Be- 
hind him Princess Tomorrow clutched the 
Pekinese. Her spun-sugar hair looked as if 
it had begun to melt. 

“Now come along quietly,” said Sergeant 
Long with a smile. 
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The Mystery 
Solved 


“Some fortune teller,” Zach said. “If Prin- 
cess Tomorrow could predict a horse race, 
you'd think she could look into the future 
and see her own arrest.” 

The Bloodhound Gang was back in the 
office. 

“She didn’t predict the horse race,” Vikki 
replied, fanning a stamped envelope in the 
air. “That was just to put the hook into 
those gamblers. To fake them into thinking 
she could.” 

“I still don’t know how she did it,” 
declared Zach. 


59 


“I'm trying to show you. Keep your eye 
on the stamp.” 

Ricardo said, “Vikki, we’ve been watch- 
ing it for a couple of minutes.” 

“I soaked it in water. It’s got to dry.” 

The phone rang, and Zach got to the 
receiver first. 

“Bloodhound Detective Agency. When- 
ever there’s trouble, we’re there on the 
double. Mr. Bloodhound isn’t here . . . oh, 
hello, Sergeant Long. Yes. Yes. Sure, I'll tell 
them. Right. Yes. Bye.” 

Zach turned to Vikki and Ricardo. “He 
said we're terrific detectives. And that he's 
going to buy a dog whistle in case he can 
catch criminals that way again. And not to. 
worry about Cleopatra. Princess Tomorrow 
didn’t own the dog. She rented it to dress up 
the act.” 

At that moment, the stamp fell like an 
autumn leaf from the corner of the enve- 
lope. 

“There!” Vikki exclaimed. “That’s how 
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Professor Diabolo switched envelopes on 


14 


us. 


“I don’t get it,” Ricardo admitted. 

Vikki smiled. “The letter you dropped 
into the mail slot never reached this office.” 

Ricardo slapped his forehead. “Of 
course! The stamp fell off. And the post 
office won't deliver a letter without a stamp. 
Returned to sender, probably.” 





“Right,” said Vikki. “Princess Tomorrow 
waited for the late-afternoon edition of the 
newspaper to come out. Then she copied 
the race results.” 

“Including the error. La Bruja Blanco.” 

“I get it now,” remarked Zach. “Professor 
Diabolo mailed us a second letter. He sealed 
it with wax and rushed it to the post office!” 

“So much for fortune telling and ail that 
hanky-panky,” Vikki said. 

Suddenly, Ricardo began flickering his 
fingers in Vikki's direction. 

“But I really can see into the future.” 

“Come off it, Ricky.” 

Ricardo mimicked the professor’s voice. 

“When Mr. Bloodhound sees all the 
stamps you wasted, he's going to jump out 
of his shoes. Yes?” 

“No,” Vikki laughed, and got up. “Any- 
one for a pizza?” 


THE END 
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